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CHAPTER XIX.

THE illusion vanished when I entered Athens. I found it
in scarcely a less shattered condition than the towns of
Albania: ruined streets, and roofless houses, and a scanty
population. The women were at Egina in security : a few
males remained behind to watch the fortune of war. The
Acropolis had not been visited by travellers for nine years,
and was open to inspection for the first time the very day
I entered. It was still in the possession of the Turks, but
the Greek commission had arrived to receive the keys of
the fortress. The ancient remains have escaped better than
we could hope. The Parthenon and the other temples on tlie
Acropolis have necessarily suffered in the sieges, but the
injury is only in the detail; the general effect is not marred,
although I observed many hundred shells and cannon-balls
lying about.

The Theseum has not been touched, and looks, at a short
distance, as if it were just finished by Cimon. The sump-
tuous columns of the Olympium still rise from their stately
platform, but the Ohoragic monument is sadly maimed, as
I was assured, by English sailors and not Eastern barbarians;
probably the same marine monsters who have commemo-
rated their fatal visit to Egypt and the name of the fell
craft that bore them thither, by covering the granite pillar
of Pompey with gigantic characters in black paint.

The durability of the Parthenon is wonderful. So far as
I could observe, had it not been for the repeated ravages of
man, it might at this day have been in as perfect condition
as in the age of Pericles. Abstract time it has defied. Gilt
and painted, with its pictures and votive statues, it must
have been one of the most brilliant creations of human